THE HILLS

WALTER HERRIES rode up the hill from Hawks-
head one fine summer's evening to get some air
before spending the evening with his friend.
Squire Thistleton, at High Grange. He had
come over from Grasmere more swiftly than he
had intended, having already eaten his dinner
with the Bordens there, not wishing to invade
High Grange before nightfall Squire Thistle-
ton's lady bored him most desperately: stay the
night with Thistleton he must, for he had im-
portant business matters to discuss with him,
but be bored by Mrs. Thisdeton he would not.
Although he was so genial, for ever laughing at
the jokes of others, yes, roaring and slapping
his vast thigh at them, yet, like all very self-
centred men, he had a watchful eye. If he must
suffer at the jokes of others there must be excellent
reason for it. He did nothing at all without
an admirable reason. Immense in build though
he was, he was not yet corpulent for his twenty-
eight years. He looked exceedingly handsome
in his green riding-coat as the white horse picked
its way carefully up the rough stone-strewn
path. The summer is the worst time of the
year in which to see this country: the naked
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